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Mie TrirM Her IMTotwd HanlMUld toION
tion, and caused me now, tor a short time at
least to deplore his loss

Then came other and more complicated
thoughts It I had no longer a father to payfor my maintenance, w hat was to become of
me; for, as far as I knew. I had no other
relation in the world? ruzzled by these
thoughts and seeing no solution to them, I
could do nothing but wait in eagerness and
dread for what was to follow.

The next morning, when I was dressing,Mrs Munster came into my bedroom and
banded me a jacket with a" crape band on
the left arm; she also poiuted to a cap which
she had brought in with her, and said :

"You must wear this one now, Hugh."Then she turned, bent her kindly eyes up
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Commencemeat Exercisei of the Ink
flora al Institute- -

The Commencement exercises of the
hmior!hl IssriTC-t- E

began Tues-
day evening, July 20th, and closed on
the 23d. Throughout the exercises
much interest was manifested by the
people of the town and surrounding
community, and the visitors from a dis-
tance numbered as many as could have
been expected. It van the fourth an-
nual Commencement of this excellent in
stitution, and every one whom we heard
express an opinion regarded these ex-
ercises as the best the school has yet
given.

On Tuesday night the Commencement
Sermon was preached in the Methodist
church, by liev J. A. Fraucis, of Cor
nun. Jie is comparatively a young
minister, and the enthusiasm which he
appears to have in his labor, was, we are
glad to say, in no little degree infused
into the young people co&fronting him.
lie epoke 01 the Christian graces an
given by Faul, and showed the necessity
of their being possessed by every youiigman and young lady in beginning active
life-work- . His sermon was highly cred
itable himself and duly appreciated
by his audience.

Wednesday night there were no pab- -

lic exercises. This was the night for
the Alumni Association. After a
pleasant evening of social intercourse,
extending from nine to half-pas- t ten
o'clock, the present and past graduates
of the Normal partook of a handsome
xupper prepared by the ladies of the
tiapust church. Lveryone who attend
ed the banquet was highly delighted
with it, and pronounced it not the least
interesting feature ot the entire exer
cises. Alter this gecuine least, at the
call of the teacher, some of the young
luen reuponded in short sjieeehes to the
subjects which he announced, and a
beautiful recitation was given by itliss
.Tiusie P. Dunn: "Kock of Ages.' At
one o'clock, the hour of dispersion and
departure, the evenings entertainment
closed. If there was anyone who tid
not enjoy himself to the full extent of
the law, be escaped the observation of
your correspondent was too courteous
10 let it be discovered.

Thursday night the studeuts in the
Teachers' Department delivered their
addresses, lue brst speech on the pro
gramme was omitted: "Petruchie and
ilis Kate, by Mr. J. J. lily the. lnis
was regretted by the audience, as Mr.
Ulythe has quite a reputation among his
people as a speaker, and with his hne
stock of humor neer fails to please his
hearers, at the same time presenting his
theme in such a manner that it is clear
ly understood.

Miss Susie 1. lunn, of Enterprise,
Miss., spoke upon Scott s "Lady of the
Lake." Had the chivalrous James
Fitz James beheld her this night as she
melt pleading lor the release of Koder
lck Dhu, we imagine it would have re-

quired considerable effort on his part to
nuiK the chain ol KoldoverMaleolm'sneck

nu "lay the clasp in Ellen's hand," so
much would he have been attracted by
her beauty. Her elocutionary talent is
ol a high order, and joined to her own
beauty, and the beauties ol her ad-

dress, she was quite an attraction on the
stage.

Mr. C. C. Hughes, of Delay, Miss.,
spoke ot Nihilism 111 an address of n

uunuies. His appearance on the
stage was Iree from an emuarrassment ;

he Vpoke naturally, with no attempt at
oratory; a simple, plain presentation oi
the history and priucipies of Nihilism;
uud lu conclusion portrayed its results
should it obtain control ot any govern
metit. He drew these results lrom its
principles and its la'--e alrccious plots iu
some ot our cities, showing that he thor-

oughly understood his subject, in all its
details. Mr. Hughes' simple language
and natural gestures show that he is no

straiiger to public appearance, or if a

stranger, not m the least afraid of it.
Mr. J. 1. Longest next spoke upon Sir

William Wallace, the Scottish Patriot.
Mr. Longest is a handsome man tall,
straight, and well formed, and in gener
al has the appearauce of an orator. Hut

uiiiortuualely his oration was not thor-

oughly memorized, and w hen half d

his memory proved treacherous,
aud there was a painlul pause of a miu-ute-

more belore he succeeded in re-

covering the lost thread of his speech.
The character aud story ot Antouio

were well presented by Miss M. E. Mil
ler, of Oreuada. The noble traits of this
Christian man lost nothing in the hands
of the young lady. Miss Miller tpeaks
well.

"The Southern Historian, Statesman
and Philanthropist Alex. H. Stephens,"
As the speaker, pronounced him, was
carried from birth to death, and all im
portant acts of his life in his triple
composition fully reviewed by Mr. J. ft.
Sloaue, of liayue, La. He occupied
only about ten minutes, yet it any audi
tor 1 ailed to procure a good outline 01

the hie of Mr. Stephens, it was not the
speaker's fault. Mr. Sloane s limited
time aid not allow uim to periect nis
sentences or round off his periods, but as
an example of condensing with sound
judgment of putting much in little
we have rarely heard his speecn ex
celled.

The sad history of Josephine, the
beautiful, gifted, but ill fated wife of
rsaiH)leou, was told by Miss Cora Ihomp- -

sou, of Cranesville.Tenn. The language
used by this young lady was chaste and
elegant, her sentences all polished but
weighted down with no useless orna- -

nieuts. J ler own appearance wonder
fully composed and natural. She was
the calmest and most graceful of all on
the stage Thursday night.

Considered as a whole, vour corre
spondent judged the speech of Mr. R.
. .... . . .ti. n ..r w m :. I.

Crusades'' to have been the best de.iv- -

ered by any student in the Teachers
Class. e imagine it required much
time and a deal of mental labor for Mr.
Wilkerson to be able to give so good a
sketch of the Crusade. By cultivating
his voice he will make an attractive
siieaker.. , ... ..I .1 .

rriday evening, at z o ciock, tne
yearly Exposition. began. .....This is an- tf., w 411
unique leature oi tne institute, aii
the written papers the students have
prepared during the entire year are
exposed to the critical eye of any
who may wish to examine them.
All the visitors have the privilege of
asking questions and the students
promptly answer, or attempt to. tie- -

sides, experiments in Philosophy, Chem

istry, aud the Sciences are pertormea.
The manner in which the students
manipulated the apparatus and per-
formed the experiments assigned, re
vealed that they thoroughly under
stood what they were about.

Jrriday night the graduates in the
Seieuuhc Course spoke. Miss M. J.
Benson, of Kara Avis, Miss., gave a
beautiful sketch of Hinda, the heroine
of Tom Moore's The
theme was poetical in its nature, and
the speaker extracted all the poetry and
rhyme, presenting it in simple language.

Mr. etone 1 favours aiscussea aui- -

ton's Hades. He pitched his voice to
such a key in the beginning, that it was
very laborious to sustain it.

Jlr. C. K. Dunn, of Enterprise, Miss.,
unrolled a large, well-draw- n map of the
bat tle of aterloo, and with pointer in
hand, proceeded to U 11 all about it. His
ires tu res had not been practiced suffi
ciently, and he required prompting sev
eral times, lie talked very pleasantly
in a conversational way.

Miss Cordelia Hale, of Kara Avis,
Miss., related the story of Miles Sun
dish's Courtship in an agreeable man
ner, varying the cold facts with short,
appropriate quotations trom Longfel
low s poem.

"His Satanic Majesty," as pictured
bv John Milton in Paradise Lost, or
Milton's Satan, as the programme stated,
was well handled by Mr. U. a. uoiiey,
of Kara Avis, Miss. Mr. Ltolley s voice
was not in good trim, but he managed
to be heard over all the hall, and

himself with honor. He dis
played a thorough knowledge of the
Devil, and seemed well acquainted with
the "Old Fellow's" mischievous tricks
and st ranee devices to ruin man.

M r. J. P. Lee. of the same place, had
a live subject, and he presented it in a
live manner: "The African in the
United States." Mr. Lee is not behind
in the magazine literature of the day.
Ue considered one after another the
various propositions which late thinkers
ana investigators nave au van ceo con-

cerning the negro's future and his ulti
mate end. Ue spoke with much force
and freedom.

Miss Ada Nesbitt, of Iuka, in a short,
but exquisite speech, told of Joan of
Arc, toe Maid oi Orleans.

The ablest effort of the evening was
made bv J. N. isibert, ot alcott. Ark.
Mr. Sibert is possessed of plenty of
bone, muscle, and meat, aud blessed
with a strong pair of lungs, a good voice
and clear brain. His subject waa

Death, and Think, the Trmady
Very Jnny.

We were at the Air-Lin- e Junction,
just out of Toledo, and the four or five
of us waiting for the same train became
quite friendly, as men will under the
circumstances. We were out on the
platform when a train came in from the
other way and about a dozen passen-
gers gut off. AH of a sudden a middle-age- d

man with a bald-hea- d and a pro-
fessional look about him he was one
of the five of us who were waiting
gave utterance to one of the biggest
oaths in the swearing calendar and took

step or two iorwaru. vtesawiaai
his attentiou had been attracted to a
good-lookin- g woman who was in the
company ot a rather oldish and good-looki-

man. The woman left her
husband for so the man proved to be

and walked right up to our friend and
held out her hand and said:

"Shake, Charley! You aren't looking
exactly well. Divorce and all that
doesn't agree with you tirst-rat- e. Let
me introduce you to "mv hub."

No? Never!" gasped the man. whose
face was as white as a sheet.

"O. well, just as you please. He's a
good feller and he wouldn't be jealous.
Got vour second w ife picked out old
boy!"

"For God's sake go away!"
"All right Charlie, but I supposed

you'd be glad to see me. We didn't ,
get along together very well as mau and
wife, but we shouldn't lav tip anv
grudges. now s the foiks at home?
How's your business doing? Anybody
dead or married since 1 left? Sav.
Charlie, what did tho papers say
aoont me anyhow.-- '

He held up his hands as if to keep her
back, and she laughingly said:

"Bah! but I ain't going to hurt you!
If you are going to stop here for an
hour or two conio un to our room and
we'll talk over old times'

With that she bowed and turned
awav, while our friend began pacing
the long platform. One of the others
understood tho case and whispered to
us:

'He was divorced from her two years
ago, and it nearly drove him crazy.
She was and is a scheming, heartless,
faithless woman. Lands! but how
dare she talk to him after that fash-
ion!"

About fifteen minutes to train time
we went in to see about our luggage,
leaving the man still walking. We had
scarcely left the platform before a
special came dashing past. We heard
the whistle and the bell and the roar-
ing, and the sounds had not died away
when there was a shout of horror from
the platform. The divorced husband
had flung himself under the train, and
when it passed his body was a mangled
corpse.

The woman came down from the
sitting-roo- m into the crowd and asked
what had hapened. Some one told
her that a man had flung himself under
the wheels and she was given a descrip
tion oi tne victim.

'Why. that's mv old Charley!" she
exclaimed as she raised her hands
"Now. what could have ixsscssod him to
do such a thing! Why, it's so funnv
so very, very funny that bed let him
self be ground up that way!"

Mie ran back to tho edge of the
crowd to tell her husband, and as she
explained the horror to him she tapped
nun on tne siiouuier ana said:

Now, then, you won't be jealous of
me again, will vou? Detroit Free
JYexs.

Mark Twain a a Iteporter.
Mr. Sieve Gillis, printer and journal

ist was the friend and room-mat- e of
Mark Twain in the old days when the
latter was a reporter on the Cull of this
city. I hey had likewise suffered and
triumphed together in the sage brush.
the dustv green foliage of which they
frequently succeeded in turning to a
bright red. Mark was. and is a very
nervous mau. Small annoyances rob
bed the nerves, and it gave him malig
nant pleasure to experiment upon those
of Mr. Clemens.

"Steve," cried Mark, in an agonized
voice, shaking his bedfellow out of an
apparently profound slumber, "do you
hear that mouse that, infernal, gnaw-
ing mouse? It's driving mo wild."

"Oh, hang t he mouse, ' growled Gillis,
turning over and snoring ostentatiously.

It wasn t a mouse, but a little machine
which Stephen was privately working
with a string for the benevolent pur-
pose of terrorizing his friend.

Mark lay and writhed, and cursed.
and gnashed his teeth. Ho cried so,
and beat upon the headboard. He got
up and threw things under the bed. aud
walked around the room, and wrung
his hands and moistened his profanity
with tears of impotent exasperation.
The mouse still gnawed, and Twain put
on his clothes and went forth and paced
the streets till morning, leaving his
tormentor to revel in bed.

"Hello, Sam; what in God's name
have you been doing?" asked Gillis an
other night starting out of real sleep
this time, ana sitting up m bed. And
no wonder he was startled. Mark, un-

dressed, had just entered the room. In
his hand he held a Japanese sword, as
sharp as a razor, a prized gift from
Bayard Taylor. This weapon was drip-
ping with fclood. The clock struck mid-

night
"Blank him, he'll never crow again,"

exulted the assassin, but even as he
crawled into bed the offending rooster
sent forth a that caused
Mark to give a howl of foiled vengeance
and bury his head under the blankets.
In the morning it was discovered that
his one furious stroke in the chicken-hous- e

had bereft eight hens of their
heads, but the rooster had escaped. He
owed his life to the fortunate circum-
stance that he slept or, rather, crow-
ed at the end of the perch farthest from
the door of the coop.

"Steve! Steve, I say! Cutse you. wake
up," cfiic in a hoarse and furious
whisper at 2 a. m.

Mr. Gillis awoke aud beheld Mr.
Clemens, clad only in his shirt, stand-

ing by the open window. The night
was cold, and Mr. Clemens waa shiver-
ing violently. In his shaking hand was
a revolver.

"Steve," he pleaded, "you're warm
and your nerve is good. For God's,
sake, get up and shoot this cat for me.
I've been out in the yard for an hour,
trying to get a bead on the brute, and
now that he's there ou the fence I can't
kilt him oh, I know that I can't kill
him, blank bim! Get up, Steve, do."

"Oh, let the cat alone."
"What? You won't get up? Then,

by the Creator that made me, Steve
Gillis I'll shoot you. I'm shaky, but I
can do that if I can't hit the cat!"

And Mr. Gillis arose and slew the cat
in e, and Mark Twain went
out and brought in a bottle and sat up
till sunrise to celebrate the execution.
San Francisco I'ost.

They Were Delegates.
She was a lean, scrawny woman, and

she took the seat the third back from
the stove. He was short and fat and
sat opposite to her. As soon as the coach
door was closed the car began to heat
up, and presently he 'snapped his finger
at the brakeman and said:

"For Heave'n's sake open some of those
ventilators!"

"Don't you do it!" exclaimed the wo-

man.
"Do you think I want to melt?" de-

manded the man, as he wheeled to face
her.

"Do yon think I want to freeze?" she
demanded in turn.

"Madam," said the fat man, after
carefully surveying her, "if I was a mass
of bones I'd carry a hot brick when I
traveled."

"O, you would! If I was a mass of
pork I would carry a hunk of ce with
me."

The brakeman went into the smoking
car to be clear of the storm, and the fat
man got up and opened the door. He
had scarcely returned to his seat when
the lean woman got up and closed it

"Madam!"
"Sir!" ,

t

"I want that door open!" "
"And I want it shut!"
Just then a passenger came down the

aisle from the other end of the car and
shook hands with each in turn and
said:

Mrs Cassowary, this is Mr. White.
I suppose you are both delegates to the
convention."

"Ah! Mrs. Cassowary. I beg your
Dardon."

"Ah! You can have the door open.
Mr. White." ! ',

"Bv no means." V

I Insist"
"But allow me to give way.
And they roasted us until we had

out on the platform to keep front r --

niog to grease. Detroit Free V v
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The young Princesses of Wales are
rvpert tricycle-rider- s, doing sometimes
forty or lift v miles a dav.

Mauve is a favorite color in Kngland,ami w:n selected by the Princess of
ales fur t he e she wore at the

tato ha!.
Seven thousand men are encamped

along the southern bonier of Kansas
awaiting t!i; legal ojiening of t!ic Okla-
homa country.

A prize of fylOo. offered iv a New
York illnstratfl paper for the"best idea
tor a cartoon, was won by Daniel Fan-sha-

a Brooklyn .street-ca- r conductor.
A Nova Seotian lias cut the branches

from the tallest spruce tree on bis placeand nailed the American flag to the top.lie tells his neighbors that itis the next
ojiiestion in politics.

A little negro called "Curt,-- ' at Mar-
shall, Mo., whose father was a soldier
and was killed in the war, recently re-
ceived 1,500 pension money. His first
purchase was a (i." linger riii", his
second a '.VX) hore and buggy.

Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett's
"Little Lord Faiintlcroy." of whom the
'. Nvioli.i readers all know, is in. a

wmso photographic, the real boy beingHerbert Hodgson, a .son of Mrs. Bur-
nett's brother. This brother, a ieweler.
lives in Norfolk.

A professional beggar died recentlyin Kio Janeiro and left a fortune of
V -- M), 000. A Kio journal remarks that
the discovery occasion no sur-
prise, as it is well known that many of
the beggars in that city are worth liiorc
than those who bestow alms on them.

Fierre Lorillard has spent ..VK),000 so
far on Tuxedo l'ark, and he intends to
lay out .:'.( H), 000 more. The 'Tuxedo
'I ub, for the delectation of which the
park is being put in order, lias 2G0
mem hers. Mr. h. httely oil'ercd the
boys living near the park T a head for
every copperhead snake killed there.

The nitieh-dre-sc- ii heroine of this
year's summer resorts is a
heiress of millions. She has with her
over a hundred dresses, many French
hats, a watch, and much jewelry, with
even diamonds. Firhtccii trunks are
necessary for the wardrobe of herself
a nd family of dolls.

The recently discovered whetstone
mine near F.ull.ilo (Jap, Il.ikota, is one
of the most important and nidtnisin
finds of the year. The home "rock is of
superior ijualily. Specimens have been
sent to the principal hardware dealers
of the Fast, and sueh replies as have
Ix'en received are of the most eiicourag-'n- v

character.
The follow in g pives the lanuao of

the various precious stones: Amethyst,
peace of mind; diamond, pride; emer-
ald, success in hive; ruby, cheerful
mind; sapphire, chastity; topaz, fidelity;
tunjuoise, success ami happiness; opal,
pure thoughts; pearl, purity and inno-
cence; paruet. lMcl'ity in every cna";e-iiien-t;

blood stone, I mourn your ab-
sence.

The late Kin;; of Havana's favorite
lieverao was a mixture of w hite wiu
and ehampnne, prepared in a bowl
with a thick layer of fresh, Ktron-scent-

violets floating on. the ton. The
viole'.s gave a delicious perfumed flavor
to the mixture, much to the Kinr's taste.
as Lndwiz was so fond of scents that 4
the air around him was jrenerally redo-
lent of perfume. The fauey cost him
ouitc dailv.

Mrs. Mark Hopkins recently gave a
$100,000 parsonage and a $J10.0HJ organ
to a church at (Jreat l'arrington, Mass.
The parishioners don't know w hat to do
with them, for they cannot afford to
raise the pastor's salary to enable hint
to keep up his $100,000 establishment,
and the organ gets out of order so often
that it entails much extra expense to
keep it in repair.

Lightning struck a house in Volnn-tow- n.

Conn., the other nicrht, and. after
ripping tip things generally, the current
divided into two. One went to a house
near by, killing a coat on the way;
struck a girl, burned her stocking and
shoo off. and blistered and partially
paralyzed her leg. The other current
went off at right angles from the first,
damaged a pig pen, and knocked down
a horse in an adjacent barn.

If Florida has many nioro boys like
Mortimer and Koland Hunting of Madi-
son her future is assured. These little
fellows they are 13 and 11 years old
have tiiis year rented twelve acres of
land and planted it with corn and cot-

ton, have worked the crops carefully,
and have good prospects of an abund-
ant yield. This besides raising enough
vegetables to supply tho large family of
their father, who i.s an invalid.

George Lubish and ft. McCarthy, of
San Francisco, were rivals for the affec-

tions of a young woman, and agreed to
settlo their respective claims according
to ring rules. In the presence of over
half a hundred friends they fought
thirty-si- x rounds without any advant-
age on either side. The contestants
then agreed to settle the controversy by
moans of the dice. The dice rolled out
in favor of McCarthy, and he departed
with the girl on his arm.

Mrs. Harriet IVeclier Stowe has an- -
.1 , 1..nouueeu 10 ner iiiiiuiaic u s iici

oormanent retirement from the literary
world. "The author of 'Uncle Tom's
. . . . .........riULl. I S iv.uv 1 1 t.v ,vv-..- i

of a few years ago."' says the Hostoa
Transcript, "her constant watching by
the bedside of her dying husband having
practically shattered her health, as it
has reduced the robust physical frame
to merely a skeleton. For more than.
eighteen months, with scarcely an Inter
ruption, has the aflW-tionat- e wife re-

mained 't her husband's side, reading
and singing to lorn as he lingers through
the days and nights waiting for the end
that is not far off. Mrs. Stowe is 75

years of age, and, although she retains
lively interest in the current events in

order that she may gratify the desires
of her invalid husband, the famous
writer is content that her work is done.
The returns from her work have for
tunately placed her in comfortable cir
cumstances."

; Faul Hamilton llayne, the Southern
poet, who has just died at the age of 55
years, was a man of highly sensitive
nature, modest, and remarkably In
dustrious. He had a picturesque home
near Augusta, Ga. a little house on the
top of a hill surrounded by a few acres
of uncultivated land. lie wrote his
poems on a roujrh bench that he had
used in building: tlte eottaare. In 1866
IL Rives Pollard, editor of Southern
Dpinion, a literary and political week
ly published in Kichniond, ouered a
prize of $10) for the best poem on the
VVar of the Rebellion. . Mr. Haync won
Ae prize with his "Confederates in the
Field." In speaking of Mr. llayne and
. ill in in Morris, the Jbngisn poet, tne
ate Edwin P. Whipple said: "We can
not see that the American poet is one
whit inferior to his accomplished En--
;lish contemporary in tenderness,
weetness. trace, and ideal charm.
rhile we venture to say that he has
nore 01 the true pooue enthusiasm."
lr. liayne's poetical works had a large
ircuiauon.

The Irishman explained that he was
nilina; be "use he had seen his cousin
om Cor ,la t day. On being fcsked if
ere wf ood news from home, he
plied rVi only saw him across the
reet, and when 1 ran Dp to htm, I round
; viat not tM man."

Young Farmer "Why am I like
Jroad directorr "Give it op." "De
nse I've been watering the stock.

4, 1886.

looked at the ground, peeped at her, ana
laughed. Her expression did not change.

"1 mean do you know much," she contin-
ued, in explanation. "Have you learned
much before?"

1 explained to her. as well as possible, that
my acquirements were very slender indeed,
and merely consisted of the stray crumbs of
knowledge which 1 had been enabled to pick
up at day schools in the various towns where
my father had resided during my childhood.
In point of fact 1 was a thoroughly unculti-
vated little boy, and had never been cram-
med with the solid pabulum so much in vogue
at our public schools. 1 conld read and write,
of course, and knew arithmetic as far as the
rule of three, and had got through the first
four declensions in the Latin grammar; but
all was a chaos and I had no accomplish-
ments

I did not explain all this to my interroga-
tor; for I was too proud.

"If you are not clever, and know so little,"
observed the girl, thoughtfully, 'take care of
the other boys. Why don't you make friends
with them? Why do you like to sit alone,
and be sullen? If there were gir;s here, 1

should make friends, 1 know. But boys are
different; they have cruel ways, and they
hate each other."

All this was said in a tone rather of reflec-
tion than of conversation; and she still kept
her eyes on the distant ships, as if from some
secret source far away the current of her
thoughts was flowing.

"The boys hate tn," she pursued, "because
they think me proud. I am not proud, but 1
am quicker and cleverer than they are, and I
come from a better place. I beat them in the
class and at all things except figures; and I
have helped the biggest of them sometimes,
when they were too stupid to understand."

All this was a revelation to me. Until that
moment 1 had never supposed that my com-

panion's place was among the common schol-
ars. During my first two days in school she
had been absent a circumstance which she
soon explained to me without any question-
ing.

"I have been away on a visit, and only re-

turned this morning. I do not come to school
every day, because I have headaches and my
father will only have me learn when 1 please.
Now let us go down and look at the garden.
There are fruit-bush- there, and some of
the fruit is ripe."

Still respectfid and submissive, I followed,
and we were soon wandenng side by side in
the quiet garden hi the neighborhood of the
school-hous- e. Ever and anon, as we walk-
ed, 1 heard the shouts and cries ot my play-
mates; but they were wafted to me as from
some forsaken life.

A spell hal been passed upon me, and I
was in a dream. As I write, the dream sur-
rounds me still. Years ebb backward, clouds
part, the old horizons come nearer and near-
er, and I am again wandering in the quiet
shade of trees with the shin'uig young face at
my side. lean no longer recall looks and
words All becomes a tremor. I see the one
face only, but the voice becomes inarticulate.

What I remember last is a sudden sound
dissolving a spell. A bell rung loudly from
the house, and my companion uttered an ex-

clamation
"That is the bell for tea," she exclaimed.

"You had better go."
And she ran before me up the jiath. She

was nearly out of sight among the garden
bushes when, urged by curiosity, I took
courage, and called after her.

"What is your name?'' I cried.
She nodded back with a smile.
"Madeline." she replied. "Madeline

Graham." With that she was gone. For a
moment I stocxl bewildered, and then, with
quite a new light in my eyes I niade the best
of my way into the house, and joined the
boys at the tea-tabl- e.

Although Mrs. Munster presided at the
board, my new friend did not appear, and as
I munched my bread and butter, I thought
of her face with a kind of dreamy pleasure,
delicious to recall even now.

CHAPTER II.
NEMESIS INTERVENES.

In my hasty sketch of school, 1 have made
little or no mention of the schoolmaster and
his wife. Indeed, so far as my present re-

trospection is concerned, they are nonenti-
ties; and they form part of my story only in
so much as they affected my relations with
the leading actress in the life drama to which
these chapters are the prelude.

Munster was a feeble-lookin- g but talented
little man, with a very high forehead, which
he was constantly mopping with cold water,
to subdue inordinate headaches; aud Mrs
Munster was a kind creature, with an enor-
mous respect for her lord, and quite a moth-

erly interest in us boys, she having no chil-
dren of her own.

The manner of these good people was kind
toward all ; but their treatment of Madeline
Graham was blended with a sense of restraint
almost bordering on fear. It was obvious
that they had been instructed to treat her
with more than ordinary solicitude, and it
was equally obvious that they were liberally
paid for 30 doing.

When she broke from all restraint, as was
the case occasionally, their concern for her
personal welfare was not unmixed with a
fear lest open rupture might rob them of the
installments derived from their wealthiest
pupil. Madeline, on her side, was perfectly
conscious of this; but, in justice it must be
said, that she seldom took undue advantage
of her position.

The more I saw of Madeline Graham, the
more I observed her manners and general
bearing, the more the thought of her possess-
ed me, and blended with my quietest dreams

After that first interview, she held some-
what aloof for many days but her eyes were
constantly watching me in school and at
meals, though without any approach to fur-
ther familiarity. She seemed desirous of
keeping me at a distance, for reasons which
I could not possibly penetrate.

Gradually, however, we came together
again.

Madeline had not exaggerated when she
boasted of excelling the other scholars in
brightness and intelligence. Her memory
was extraordinary, and tasks which taxed
all the energies of boyhood were easily mas-
tered by her qmck and restless brain.

She was taught with the rest of us in the
open school, and was generally at the head
of her class

It so happened that 1 myself, although in
many things dull and indifferent was also
gifted with a memory of uncommon tenacity.
In all tasks which demanded the exercise of
this function 1 took a foremost place. Made-
line was my most formidable rival, and we
began, quietly at first but afterward with
energy, to fight for the mastery.

The competition, instead of severing,
brought us closer to each other.

Madeline respected the spirit which some-
times subdued her, and I, for my part, loved
her the better for the humanizing touches of
passion which my victory frequently awak-
ened.

We had been friends six months the quiet
round of school life had become familiar and
pleasant to me, when, one day, at breakfast
I noticed that Munster wore a very troubled
expression, as he broke open the largest of a
number of letters lying before him. The en-

velope was of peculiar yellow paper, and the
post-mar- k looked foreign.

Madeline, who sat close by, turned white
and eager, and her great eyes fixed them-
selves on the strange missive.

Within the letter to Munster was a smaller
one, which he handed to Madeline silently.

With impetuous eagerness she opened and
read it It was very short As she glanced
over it her bosom rose and fell, her eyes
brightened and filled with tears

To hide her trouble, she rose and left the
room.

Meanwhile Munster evinced similar sur-

prise and consternation. He bit his lips as
he read his letter, and passed his hand nerv-

ously through his hair. Then, with a signifi-
cant look, he passed the letter to his wife,
who. reading it in her turn became similarly
troubled.

As he passed the letter to her, something
dropped rustling to the floor, and Munster,
looking rather red, stooped and picked it op.
It was a curiously printed paper, and looked
like the note of some foreign bank.

Breakfast was finished school began but
Madeline did not appear. Munster still look-
ed fidgety and annoyed.

As for myself, 1 was torn by sensations to
which my little heart had been hitherto a
stranger. I felt on the brink of a precipice,
down which all that I held dear was disap-
pearing. 1 could not eat, 1 could not say my
tasks I could not think. What was going
to happen? I asked myself wildly again and
again.

At two o'clock, when we were summoned
to dinner, no sight of Madeline. But by this
time some hint of the truth was forcing it-

self upon tne.
A whisper had passed round the school

"Madeline Graham Is going awayH -

Going away? Whither? To that far-dista-

that mysterious land whence she bad
come, and whither I might never follow her?
Going away forever! Passing westward,
and taking with her all that nude my young
life beautiful and happy. Could this be?

I shall never forget the agony of that day.
I have bad blows since, but none harder. I
have felt desolation since, but none deeper.

After school, I hung round the house,
haunted every spot where she might be ex-

pected to appear. 1 yearned to hear the truth
from her own lips. I paced to and fro like a
criminal awaiting his sentence. I could not
bear the sight of the other hoys but kept to
the secret places, moody and distracted.

Quito late in the evening, I wandered into
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Ireland. He spoke of the Home Rule
bi'l with understanding, and showed
wherein the woes of Ireland would be
alleviated were it to be accepted by
Parliament. His conclusion, as indeed
his whole speech, wa maguificent. Five
large, handsome boquets were his re
ward, and the congratulations of all
who could find an ojportunity to grasp
his hand.

Miss Ann ie L. Talbert of Memphis,
next spoke. Her subject, Portia, the
fair, sweet woman in Shakespeare's
Merchant of Venice, whose hand was to
be given to that suitor who drew her
portrait from one of three caskets. Miss
Talbert did splendidly. Not only was
the matter of her speech well written
and adjusted, but she succeeded in gain-
ing the attention of her hearers r.nd

making herself understood throughout
the house.

When Mr. J. II. Watson came to the
front to discourse upon Cardinal Wolsey,
he gave promise of equaling, if not sur
passing those who had gone before him,
but unfortunately his memory failed,
and not being able to recall his speech,
after a pause took his seat. It should
b said, however, that so much of his
address as was delivered, was not sur-passe-

by any of the evening. Mr.
Watson was universally liked by bis
classmates, and had their profoundest
sympathy." He was the last speaker.

Prof. II. A. Dean then conferred the
degrees. Sixteen students receiving the
degree of Hachelorof Didactics; twelve,
that of Hachelor of Science. We must
not omit to mention the music with
which the audience was regaled during
the intervals between speakers. It was
excellent. S. D.

FKAXCISCO PIZAKIJO.
Ilorn in Khame and Keared Amnnf

Swine, lie Conquers lame and
Fort line.

Perhaps the history of the western
hemisphere has never furnished a more
wonderful example of the self-mad- e man
than may be found in the porson of
Francisco Pi.arro. a gentleman who
came to America about 1510, intending
to grow up with the country.

Mr. Pizarro was born at Truxillo,
Spain, about 1471. His father was a
Spanish colonel of foot, and his mother
was a peasant girl who admired and
respected the dashing colonel very
much, but felt that she had scruples
about marriage, and so. although years
afterward Francisco tried his best to
make a match between his father and
mother, they were never married. It is
said that this embittered his whole life.
None but those who have experienced
it can fully realize what it is to have a
thankless parent

Pizarro's mother's name was Estra-madur- a.

This was her maiden name
which seemed to harmonize well with
her rich, pickled-oliv- e complexion and
so she retained it all her life. Her son
did Dot have many early advantages,
for he was neglected by his mother and
allowed to grow up in a swineherd.
and it is even said that he was suckled
by swine in his infancy while his giddy
mother joined in the mad whirl at the
skating-rink- . We can hardly imagine
anything more pitiable than the condi-
tion of a little child left to rustle for
nourishment among the black-and-ta- n

hogs of Spain while his father played
old sledge on the frontier in the regular
army and his mother stood on her
Spanish head and wrote her cigar-bo- x

name in the atmosphere at the rink.
l oor little 1 izarro had none of tne

modern advantages, therefore, and his
education was extremely crude. The
historian says that lie grew up a bold,
ignorant, and brnial man. He came to
what was then called Spanish-Americ- a

at the age of 39 years and assisted Mr.
Hal boa iu discovering the Pacilic Ocean.
Having heard of the existence of Peru
with all its wealth, Pizarro secured a
band of self-mad- e men like himself
and lit out for that province for the
purpose of conquering it if he liked it
and bringing home some sold silver
teapots and gold-line- d card-receiver- s.

He was engaged in gathering this line
of goods and working them off on the
pawnbrokers for twenty-on- e years, dur-
ing which time he did not get killed.
but continued to enjoy a reasonable de
gree of health and strength.

Although Peru at that time was quite
densely populated with an industrious
and wealthy class of natives, Pizarro
subdued her with 110 foot soldiers
armed with muskets that
had these full-blow- n barrels, with muz-
zles on them like the business end of a
tuba horn, sixty-seve- n mounted men.
and two toy cannon loaded with carpet- -
tacks. With no education, and, what
was still harder to bear, the inner con
sciousness that his parents were plain.
common, every-da- y people whose posi
tion in lite would not advance nim in
the estimation of the Peruvians, he
battled on. His efforts Were crowned
with success insomuch that at the close
of the year 1532 peace was declared and
he could breathe the free air once more
without fear of getting a bronze arrow-
head mixed up with his kidneys when
his back was turned, "ior the first
time in two years, says the Historian,
"Pizarro was aolo to take off his tin
helmet and his sheet-iro- n corset at
night when he lay down to rest, or un
dismayed to go forth bareheaded and
wearing only his crinkled seersucker
coat aud a pair of sandals at the twi-

light hour and till midnight wander
alone amid the famous guano groves of
Peru."

Such is the history of a man who
never even knew how to write his own
name. He won fame for himself and
great wealth without an education or a

ng, dark-blu-e lineage, Pizarro was
like Job. Yon know, we sometimes
sing:

Oh, Job, he was a fine young- lad.
finj? Daueiujan.His heart whs pood but his blood wag bad.
Sing- glory hallelujah.

So Pizarro could not brag on hia
blood and his education was not classi-
cal. He conld not write his name,
though he tried faithfully for many
years. Day after day during the cam-

paign, and late into the night, when
the yaller dogs of Lima came forth with
their Peruvian bark, he would get his
orderly sergeant to set him the copy:

"l'aul may plant and Apolhnans
water, but it is (iod that giveth the in-
crease."

Then Fizarro would bring out his
writing material and his tongue and
try to write, but he never could do it.
His was not a studious mind. It was
more on the
order.

Pizarro was made a marquis in after
years. He was also made a corpse,
lie acquired the latter position toward
the close of his life. He, at one time.
married the inca's daughter and found-
ed a long line of grandees, marquises,
and macaroni sculptors, whose names
may be found on the covers of imported
cigar boxes and in the topmost tier of
wrought-iro- n resorts in our best peni-
tentiaries.

Pizarro lived a very busy life during
the conquest, some days killing as many
as seventy and eighty Peruvians be-

tween sun and sun. But death at last
crooked his finger at the marquis and
he slept We all brag and blow our
horn here for a few brief years, but
when the grim reaper with his new and
automatic twine-bind- er comes along he
gathers ns in; the weak and the strong,
the ignorant and the educated, the plain
and the beautiful, the young and the
old, those who have just sniffed the
sweet and dew-lad- en air of life's morn-

ing and those who are footsore and
weary and waiting all alike must bow
low to the sickle that goes on cutting
closer and closer to us even when we
sleep.

Had Pizarro thought more about this
matter he would have been ahead to-

day. Bill LVye, Chicago News.

A good old story on its rounds again:
A Yankee woman while visiting Eng-
land was complimented by a British
officer upon her English, and asked if
she was not peculiar in this respect
among her countrywomen. "Oh, yes,
she replied with nonchalance; "but then
I have had unusual advantages. There
was an English missionary stationed
near my tribe."

in uermany, u laise information u
given to a newspaper reporter he can
collect damages of its author.

on me, and kissed my forehead and murmur-
ed, "my poor boy."

I ventured to inquire whether 1 was to see
my poor father in his coffin or to follow him
to the grave. The tears came into the wo-
man's eyes and she took my hand. j

"You will never see him again," she said;
"never. He died in America, and w as buried
before we received the news Hut you are a
brave boy." she added, "and must not grieve.It is sad for you, my dear; but trouble is sure
to come sooner or later. If it comes w hen
oneVis young, so much the better, for one is
better able to bear it"

"Mrs. Munster." I said, piteonsly, "what
is to become of me?"'

The good lady shook her head.
"I don't know, my dear," she replied;

"your poor father has not left you a sixjenee.
Hugh," she added suddenly, "have vou any
relations:"

"No," I replied, "not one."
"Are you sure?" she continued. "Think,

my dear."
I did think, but it was of no use. Mv brain

would not conjure up one being to whom I
could possibly lay any claim.

"Vn ira,.; r.. ,..;9--i

Mrs Munster; when suddenly l"exclaimed . j

Yes Mrs Munster; now I remember. I've
got an aunt At least, 1 haI an aunt; but
sue may be dead, like father."

"Let us hope not," said Mrs Minister.
V ell, my dear, tell me what she is like.

and wnere she is to be found.
"1 don't know what she is like." I replied.

1 never saw her."
"Never saw her?"
".no; she never came near us; but I've

heard father speak about her. She was my
mothers sister, and her name is Martha Pen
dragon, and she lives at Cornwall."

' Martha Pendragon." related Mrs Mun
ster. "Is she married?"

I reflected for a moment then 1 remember
ed haviug seen letters addressed to "Mrs.
Pendragon," and I said as much.

"And where does she live:"
"St Gurlott's Cornwall."
Mrs. Minister wrote it down.
"'Mrs. Pendragon, St Gurlott's Corn-

wall.' It looks promising, as I dare say St
Gurlott's is a very small place. Make your-
self as contented as you can for a few days
my dear. I w ill write to the lady and ask
her what she means to do."

I could do nothing else but wait, and I ac-

cordingly did so; though I found it utterly
impossible to take Mrs. Munster's advice,
and preserve a contented frame of mind.

My exceedingly hazy recollections of my
aunt's communications were by no means
sueh as to inspire confidence. I began to
ask myself, for the first time, why it was she
had never been permitted to vi-.- my inothei
In her home; why my mother, who was evi-

dently fond of her sister, had never made a
journey into Cornwall to see her; above all,
why my aunt had never come to visit my
own mother when she was dying? Thus 1

speculated for four das at the end of that
time 1 saw Mrs. Munster receive a letter,
ojicn it, read it, and glance strangely at me.

"It is from your aunt, my dear," she said;
then, looking at the letter again, she added:
"She is your aunt 1 suppose?"

"From Mrs. Pendragon?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied, with a strange smile:

"from your Aunt Martha."
I wanted to hear more, but no more came.

Mrs. Minister again turned her attention to
the letter and began studying it as intently
as if she were carefu ly working out some
abstruse mathematical problem. Presently,
her husband came into the room, and she
handed him the letter. My curiosity received
a fresh stimulus when 1 siw him start at
sight of it read it twice, ami then glance, as
I thought half pityingly at me.

"1 suppose it's all right" be said, tnrmng
to his wife; "the boy must go."

She nodded her head thoughtfully.
"It seems a pity, doesn't it after the edu- -

catiou be has had?" she said to her husband;
then, turning to me, she added, "Let me see,
Hugh, how old are you now?"

1 replied that I was fourteen.
"And are you sure you have no otiier rela-

tions except this this Aunt Martha, as she
calls herself?"

I replied that during the last few days I
had been racking my brain incessantly on
that subject but without avail.

"Well," she said, "I suppose your Aunt
Martha is better than nobody, my dear she
seems a good-nature- d sort of person, ami is
quite willing to give you a home; but it
seems a pity to take you from school before
your education is complete, and if we could
find another relation who would let you stay
here it would be so much better for you. I
will write again to your aunt; she may know
of some one, though you do not your fath-
er's relations for instance; but if she does
not why, the only thing you can do is to go
to Cornwall."

I accordingly had to wait a few more days
at the end of which time a letter was receiv-
ed from my mysterious relative. This tune
it failed to bring with it disgust or amaze-
ment and conveyed only disappointment

"Your aunt tells me she is your only rela-
tive on your mother's side," said Mrs Mun-
ster, "and your father's family she knows
nothing about She has fixed Thursday as
the day on which you are to go to her; there-
fore, my dear child, I see no help for it; you
must leave us V

Thus it was settled. On the Thursday
morning L accompanied by my small stock
of luggage, started on my travels and saw
the last of Munster's.

to be continued.

A Rroadway Incident.
It was desperately hot, and the little

woman yesterday afternoon trudged
painfully up the west side of Broadway
under her burdens. These were a huge
bundle, apparently of clothing, which
she held under her right arm, while in
her right hand she carried a big tin can
that could hold a gallon. On her left
arm, resting against her shoulder, was
a well-grow- n child, showing great ex-
haustion from the heat Calmly saunt-
ering in front of her, smoking his pipe,
with his hands folded behind him, while
be leisurely gazed at the wonders about
him.vas a strong, sturdy man. The
couple were husband and

1.422 saw them coming
along. His face darkened with an omi-

nous scowl, and, striding up to the
man, he took him by the shoulder,
wheeled bim about and. taking the
child out of the mothers arms, made
him carry it and then put the big can
into the man's hand. The fellow
grinned and made a motion as if to rid
himself of the child and only carry the
can. but Policeman 1.422 by determined
gesticulation gave him clearly to under-
stand that be meant business The little
woman at first looked startled, but as
she realized the situation she gave the
gray-beard- ed blue-co- at a milc of
thanks and the crowd that had gather-
ed applauded him enthusiastically.
"Men like him shouldn't be permitted
to come to this country at all," mutter-
ed big-heart- No. 1,422 as he mopped
his brow and looked daggers at the
Polish immigrant. "Why." said he to an
inquiring "it was only yes-

terday that a wee bit of a woman came
along here with a trunk on her back,
and the loafer of a husband was walk-

ing at her side smoking a big pipe as
quietly as you please and not giving her
a hand. Did I make him help? Well,
I should smile," and No. 1,422 stepped
into the gutter to give his hand to an
old man on crutches who was crossing
the street S. . Herald.

Everything is Lovely and the Goose
Hanes High.

1 his expression is a corruption of an
saying that originated in

the early days of this country.
As most of you know, wild geese.

when they migrate in autumn, form
themselves into lines shaped like the
letter V, the leader living at the point
the two lines following; and as they
sail away, far above the trees, and be--
vond all danger from guns on those
cold mornings when the air is clear,
and the sky beautifully blue they seem
full of glee, and join in a chorus.
"Honk, honk, honk!

Any one who has heard those curious
ly sounding notes, never could mistake
tnetn. And the folks on the earth be-
low wHio heard the bints' wild call, in
old times, realized the happiness of the
winged creatures in being so high and
safe. A.nd so it became quite natural.
when two persons met each other under
peculiarly favorable circumstances for
this or, that enterprise, for them to say:
"Everything is lovely, and the goose
honks high!" From "Jnck-in-the-P- u i--

pit" SL Nicholas.

To wear a uniform is the ambition of
every male citizen in the United States.
Ue feels that ambition when he draws
on his first pair of pantaloons and con-

tinues to feel it until he lies down to
die. Since the War the ambition- to
wear a.uniform has become partlcular-- 1t

noticeable.

PRESIDENTIAL LOVES.
Something About the Wivrs and Sweet-

heart of Oar Rulers- -

President Lincoln's first love was a
golden-haire- d blonde, who had cherry
lips, a clear blue eye, a neat figure, and
more than ordinary intellectual ability.
Her name was Anne Rutledge, She wa3
the daughter of a tavern keeper in Salem,
I1L Mr. Lincoln met her when he was
about 23, and, after a romantic court-
ship, became engaged to her. She died
before they could be married; and Lin-
coln was so much affected by her death
that his biographer. Ward Lamon, 6ays
his friends pronounced him crazy for a
time. He was watched carefully, and
became especially violent during storms,
fogs, and damp and gloomy weather.
At such times he would rave, declaring,
among other wild expressions. "I can
norer be reconciled to have the snow,
rain, and storms to beat upon her
grave." At this time he began to quote,
it is said, the poem which , is so well
identified with him. beginning

O. why should the spirit of mortal be proud?It is supposed that he was thinking of
his first love during the times he so often
repeated it. Years afterwards, when he
had become famou- - he was asked by
an old friend as tf die story of his first
love for Anne Rutledge, and he said, "I
loved her dearly. She was a handsome
girl, and would have made a good and
loving wife."

Lincoln's next love was a tall, fine-looki- ng

woman, named Mary Owens,
with whom he became acquainted about
a year after Anne Rutledge died. Upon
her rejection of him, he wrote a letter to
his friend Mrs. O. IL Browning, sayingthat he had been inveigled into paying
his addresses to Miss Owens, but on be-

ing refused he found he cared more for
her than he had thought, and proposed
again. In this letter he says:

"I most emphatically in this instance
have made a fool of myself. I have
come to the conclusion never more to
think of marrying, and for this reason
that I can never be satisfied with any
one who would be fool enough to have
me,"

Still, it was not long after this that
he was engaged to Miss Mary Todd, a
well-educate- d, rosy brunette of Lexing-
ton, Ky., who was visiting at Springfield,
where Lincoln was a member of the
Illinois Legislature, Both Lincoln and
Stephen A. Douglas proposed to her.
She refused Douglas and accepted Lin-
coln. Lincoln became suddenly ill, and
it was more than a year before the mar-
riage was consummated. It 'cook place
finally in Springfield, and the couple
began their married life by boarding at
the Globe Hotel at $4 a week. Lincoln
was .13 old at this time and Mary
Todd was 21.

A number of the presidents have been
in love more than once, and several
have suffered the pangs of love unre-
quited. Washington Irving says that
Gen Washington had a serious passion
at 15 for some unknown beauty which
made him really unhappy for a time.
The son of President Tyler, who is dis-

tantly related to the Washington fami-
ly, tells me that the general tried to win
the daughter of CoL Cary of Denby,
Warwick county, Va, Col. Cary was
very wealthy, and Washington, who
paid attention to none but prospective
heiresses, was much attracted by one of
his daughters. He was a poor Major
then, and he rode on horseback to War-
wick county, and called upon CoL Cary.
Cary, a stiff old gentleman with a ruffled
shirt aud much dignity, asked Maj.
Washington, as he alighted from his
horse:

"May I inquire, sir, what has caused
you to honor me with a visit at this
time?"

Maj. Washington blushingly repliedthat he had come to ask permission to
pay his addresses to Miss Cary with a
view to marrying her.

"Well, sir," responded the stately
Colonel, "I would have you understand
that my daughter rides m her own car-
riage; and if that be your business you
may as well mount your horse, sir, and
return."

Miss Cary afterwards married a man
named Ambier, a member of one of the
noted families of Virginia, She was
present at the celebration which took
place after the surrender at York-town-,

and it is said that when she saw Wash-
ington so highly honored she fainted
away in the realization of the great
mistake sh had made in not marrying
him.

A year or two after this, when Wash-
ington had become a Colonel, at 23
years of age, he fell in love with May
Phillips, a rich New York heiress, at
whose house he spent a week. The
authorities are divided as to whether he
proposed to her or not All concede,
however, that he was slighted and went
away very angry, and it is charged that
he carried his anger to the extent of
aiding in the confiscation of the Phillips
estate after tho Revolution had become
a success and his love had married his
rival.

John Adams' love affairs were numer-
ous. In 1764, the year in which he was
married, he writes in his diary:

"I was of an amorous disposition, and
very early, from 10 to 11 years of age,
was very fond of the society of females.
I shall draw no characters nor give any
enumeration of my youthful flames. It
would be considered as no compliment
to the dead or the living. This I will
say: they were all modest and virtuous
girls, and always maintained their
character through life. No virgin or
matron ever had cause to blush at the
sight of or regret her acquaintance with
me. These reflections, to
me consolatory beyond expression, I am
able to make with truth and sincerity;
and I presume I am indebted for this
blessing to my education."

Jefferson's first love occurred when
he, a youth of 19 years, was going to
college at Williamsburg. His anamo-rat- a

was Rebecca BurwelL and his let-
ters of this date are fuil of her and his
love. He devotes many pages to his
grief over losing a watch-pap- er whicl
she had cut for him. and Christmas-da- y.

1762. he wrote a letter about his
sweetheart to his friend John Page
which would have filled, says Parton,
twelve modern sheets of letter paper.
He was continually comparing her to
the loves of the poets, and copies of love
songs written by Jefferson at this time
are still in existence. He sighed for a
year before he broached the subject of
marriage in a stammenng way at a balL
Miss Burwell did not give him an ex
plicit reply, and a short time afterwards
he found 6be was' engaged to another.

Frank O. Carpenter f"Carp"L in
Lippincott's Magazine.

A Maine Father.
This is how an old gentleman proved

to his son that he was not so old as his
father. The father had bought a "door-yar- d

horse," good-looki- enough, but
worthless as a roadster, lie wanted, to
get rid of him, and so one day he put a
brad in the end of his whip and started
for his son's. As he drove into the son's
doorvard he stuck the brad into the
horse, knocked off his hat with his own
hand, came up to the door flying and ap-

parently out of breath. The son stepped
to the door. "Father, what have you
rnt thoeo?' li a ctrorf "T hatramf- tho

Devil, and I wish somebody had him;
he has about pulled my arms out of the
sockets, lie is worth $ l.oou to any man
if he can drive him, but I have got to be
too old to drive such a horse as that'
After the old man had been rubbed with
liniment, and before he went off, his son
offered to swap a nice $400 horse for the
puller and to give $100 boot The old
gentleman traded, had some more lini
ment rubbed on his shoulders, and drove
away. Three weeks later the father
visited his eon again. The father said
to his son: "How do yon like your new
horse, George?" "Father, how could
you lie to me as you did?" "Did you
know von were not so old as your father.
George?" "I never want to be if I have
gof to lie as you did. Don't you want
some more lmimentr Aoruxty (Me.)
Aavertmcr. ,

A report comes from London to the
Book Buyer that tiresome people some
call them bards, others poetasters in-
sist on calling to see Oliver Wendell
Holmes, and, when they are shown into
his room, immediately strike an attitude
and in a loud voice, and with much
violent gesture, forthwith recite an ode
or an address, to which he is expected

'to listen. . w

The Scout 1804.
As 1 ride with a keen lookout throughoutthe town.

In the wind of the Autumn blowing free.
You lean fnm your open window down.

And I raise my face to your own. cnerie!
1 prtss my lip to tne rose in your hair.

And wish jt was one of the two on your
face;

If I were up in the window there.
Would you give me a last embrace?

I have been rather sad. I dreamed of a day
(How the wind of the Autumn is blowing

free!)
When the rattle of sabre would pass away.

And the winds would whisper to you and
tne

That love Is the best, whatever botMe,
And the journey of life, made hand in hand.

Is a path of flowers: but the dream soon died
In the air of this war-cur- st land.

This very moment I catch the beat.
On the wind of the Autumn blowing- free.

Of a squadron passing w ith muffled feet
By tne mill, w ho are hunting ine.

If they hud me a shot I 1 am wounded,
sweet 1

One touch of the roses so fair to see;
If i hey drag- me in to die at your feet.

You must kiss me again, cberie!
J. Esten Cook, in Bivouac.

TFIE

Master of the Mine.
BY P.Or.ERT BIT CHAN AX.

"The visions of the earth were pine and fled
He saw the giant sea above his head."

Keat'a Endymion.
CHAPTER I.

A PROLOG lE, AND THE FIliST SCENE.
In a large wooden building not far from

the seashore, a building attached as school-hous- e

to "ilunster's Board imr Academy for
Young Gentlemen," I, Hugh Trelawne5-- ,

then scarcely ten years old, was moping
alone. I had only arrived two days before
from London, where I had parted from my
father, a traveling lecturer in the cause of
what was then known as the New Moral
World. My mother had long been dead, and
I had led a somewhat neglected life, some-

times accompanying my father on his wan-

derings, more often being left to the care, or
carelessness, of strangers. At last I had
been sent to Southampton to complete a very
perfunctory education.

It was afternoon, and a half-holida- my
new school-fellow- s were playing close by.
For myself, 1 was too used to loneliness to be
very miserable. I merely felt an outcast for
the time being, and took no interest what-
ever in my new associations.

As I sat thus, I must have fallen into a
brown study, from which a slight sound
startled me.

Looking up, I met the flaahoftwo dark
eyes which were intently regarding me.

"Are you the new boy?"' said a clear voice.
I nodded, and stared at my interrogator, a

girl of about my own age, whose black eye-
brows were knitted in a way very curious in
so young a child as she seemed.

Her arms and neck were bare, and she was
fondling a kitten, whose bright eyes and lis
som movements seemed to have something
in common with her own beauty. I noticed,
too, that she wore earrings, and that they
were very bright and glistening.

"What is your name?" she continued, in
the same clear questioning tone, altogether
with the manner of a superior who was not
to be trifled with.

"Hugh."
"Hugh what?"
"Hugh Trelawney."
I felt somewhat overawed by the tone of

the little lady, who, to my boyish eyes, seem
ed much more my senior than she was in
reality.

She continued to regard me with the same
keen scrutiny, and then said, looking at my
attire:

"Who is dcadf
I still wore black for my mother, aud, with

a somewhat faltering voice, I told her so.
She did not seem surprised, and expressed

no sympathy; but, walking to the school
room window, looked out, saying, "Why
don't you go out and play with the other
boy?"

"I don't care about play. I am tired."
"Tired with what?" she questioned, quick-

ly.
I made no reply, for 1 was not prepared for

the question. I had meant to imply that I
was low-spirit- and dull, but had not cared
to confess so much in so many words.

She understood me, however, and,a)though
she seemed indifferent to my condition,
troubled me with no more questions.

Glad to direct her attention from myself,
for her bright eyes troubled me and made me
feel ashamed, I stooped down and stroked
the kitten, which she had placed upon the
floor. Even as I did so, I could feel her eyes
still fixed upon me; but when I looked up
again with an annoyed expression, she turn
ed her eyes away, and laughed.

This imboldened me, and 1 began to ques-
tion in my turn.

"Are you the schoolmaster's daughter?"
At this she laughed the more so brightly

and pleasantly, with such a good-humore-d

sympathy with my blunder, that my first im-

pression of her began to improve, and I saw
that, besides being a rather imperious, she
was a very pretty, young lady.

"Why do you laugh?" I remarked.
"At you," she replied; "because you take

me for Mr. Munster's child. I am a stranger
here, like yourself. My people live faraway
in South America, and are very rich. My
mother is dead, and I don't remember her.
My father has sent me here to be taught;
but 1 shall soon go back to him. Have you
a father?" she added, quickly.

1 nodded.
"Is he kind to you, and was it he that sent

you to school?" she asked.
But without waiting for mv reply to her

questions, she continued, "My father cried
when I left him, though he is a great man.
and when he gave me these earrings, he told
me my mother had worn them before me,
and he kissed them. We live far away from
here, in a brighter place. Don't you hnte En
gland?"

This was rather a startling query, but be
ing in a state of mind bordering on disgust
for life in general, I readily assented. Her
eyes gleamed.

"It is a dreary place," she cried; "dull and
miserable, and it rains nearly everyday. But
it is different where I come from. It is al-

ways bright there, and there are flowers
everywhere, and the trees are full of fruit;
and there are bright insects, and beautiful
snakes without stings, that can be taught to
twine round your neck, and feed out of your
hand."

As she spoke thus, indeed, it seemed that I
was transported to the land of which she
spoke; her eyes were so sparkling, her face
so bright and sunny, her form so foreign in
its slender beauty and her earrings (glisten-
ed, and her beautiful ivory teeth gleamed
and I saw her walking in that land, a won
der among all wonders there, with fruits and
flowers over her head, and brilliant insects
floating round her. and luminous snakes
gleaming harmless in her path, and dusky
slaves waiting upon her and doing her court-
esies. For it must be borne in mind that I
had been a studious boy, fond of reading
wild books of travel and adventure, and of
picturing in my mind the wonders of foreign
lands. - Much that I had fancied of dwellers
in distant regions was realized in the face I
now beheld for the first time.

At what age is a beautiful human creature
and more particularly one belonging to the

gentler sex insensible to admiration? I am
certain that my new friend perceived mine,
and that it did not displease her. It was, at
any rate, genuine homage, quietly expressed,
almost against my will, in the pleased yet
timid glances of my eyes.

When she next spoke, her elear impetuous
tone was greatly changed and softened, and
a kinder light dwelt on her face.

"If you will come with me," she said, "I
will show you the place. There is not much
to see but the garden, and that I like well
enough. Will you comer

I rose awkwardly, as if at a word of com-

mand; and, taking my cap from the peg
where it hung, swung it in, my hand as I fol-
lowed her to the door.

Ashamed, yet pleased, to be chaperoned
by a girt, I wondered what my schoolfellows
would think of it

Close to the school-roo- m waa the play-
ground, or rather the capacious piece of
lawn, dignified by that name.

My schoolfellows were playing cricket
thereon. They paid no attention to me as I
passed, but looked at my companion with a
curious and not too friendly expression. She,
for her part, passed along imperiously, with-
out deigning to cast a single look in their di-

rection; and I noticed that her look had
changed again, and that her dark brows were
knitted with the former unpleasant expres-
sion. She said nothing, however, for some
minutes.

Our first visit was to the top of a high knoll
behind the house, whence we could see the
surrounding country, and, some miles to the
southward, the distant sea, with a white
frost of billows on the edge of liver-colore- d

sands.
It was a quiet, sunless day; bnt fax away

there were gleams of watery light on the
white sails ofships passing by under full
canvas.

The girl looked seaward at the passing
sails with much the same peculiar expression
she had worn on our first encounter.

How could I fathom her thoughts? I guess- -

ed she was thinking of her home, bnt 1 wa
wrong.

"Are you clever7" she asked suddenly.
This was a Question which L as a modest

' hoT. toft totally unorevsred to answer. I '

the garden a lavonte resort ot ours 1 he
sun had sunk, but his slowly fading lightwas still tilting the quiet place, and the shad-
ows of trees and bushes were still distinct
upon the ground.

I had not been here long when I heard the
foot 1 knew, and, turning. I beheld my littlefriend hastening toward me.

She was pale, but otherw ise composed,and said at once;
"Have you heard th at I am going awajT'
I stammered something, 1 know not what;it must have ben inaudible. I had a sharp,

choking sensation, and drooped my looks
from hers

"1 have just got a letter from my father. I
am to go back home immediately. See V

So saying, she placed in my hand the small
inclosure which she had received from Mun-
ster in the morning. Seeing my puzzled
look, she exclaimed:

"l ou may read it"
1 did read it, in one quick, painful glance.

I remember every word of it now. It was
written in a large, bold hand, and ran as fol-

lows:
"My own darling little Mapei.ine.

You will hear lrom the good people w ith
whom you are living that a great change has
taken place, and that you must come home at
once. Wish a kind good-by- e to all your
friends in England: perhaps you may never
see them again. Come without delay to your
loving father, Roderick Graham."

Prepared as I had been for the blow, it did
not fall so heavily as it might have done. 1

struggled with my feelings and choked down
a violent tendency to cry-Sh- e

perceived my consternation, and was
herself moveL But there was a quick,strange
light in her eyes as if she were contemplat-
ing something far away.

"I have prayed many a night that my fath-
er would send for me," she said, thoughtful-
ly; "and now he has done so, I scarcely feel
glad. I am afraid there is something wrong
at home. Shall vou be sorry, Hugh, when I
go?"

At this open question I broke down utter-
ly, and burst into a violent sob.

She put her hands in mine, and looked
earnestly into my face.

"I thought you would lie sorry- - None of
them will miss me so much as you. We have
been great friends; I never thought I could
be such friends with a boy. I shall tell my
father of you, and he will like you, too. Will
you kiss me, Hugh, and say good-bye-

I could not answer for tears: but I put my
arms round her neck, and I did kiss her a
pure, tme, loving boy's kiss worth a million
of the kisses men buy or steal in the broad
world.

My tears moistened her cheek as I did so,
but she did not cry herself.

She was altogether calm and superior, bow-
ing down to my boyhood, compassionating
and cherishing me; but in all possibility
sharing little of my intense personal passion.
She was nearer womanhood than I to man-
hood girls always are more mature than
boys) ; and she took my worship in gentle
state. A queen, kissed by a royal subject,
could not offer her cheek more royally than
little Madeline offered her cheek to me.

Yet her manner was full of strong affec-
tion, too. She would miss me. 1 felt sure.

In the midst of my agony, i found words
to inquire how soon our dreaded parting was
to take place. What was my astonishment
to hear that she was going to leave Munster's
at once.

"There is a ship to sail in two days and 1
must go away to Liverpool early
in the morning. My poor father I There is
something very wrong indeed, and it will be
many a week before we meet though the
ship should sail ever so fast"

As 1 write, recollection darkens the sun
sinks behind the little garden; the little
Phae fades away, and it is dark night I
seem to remember no more.

But what is this that gleams Up before me?
It is the faint gray light of dawn. 1 have

been in a very disturbed s!t;ep, and am awak-
ened by a harsh sound in the distance. It is
the sound of carriage wheels.

I start up; it is daylight
I hear a hum of voices in the house below.

Without awakening any of my companions
in the room, I creep to the window, and look
out

How chilly looks the cold damp world out-
side ! How pitiless and cold lie the dews on
the leaves all around 1 I shiver, and my
heart aches.

A traveling-carriag- e stands at the door, aud
a sleepy-eye-d coachman yawns on the box.

Hush ! yonder from the house-porc- h conies
Mrs Munster and by her side the little figure
that I love.

The proud spirit is broken this morning,
and the little eyes look soft and wet. Made-
line clings to her protectress and nods adieu
to the servants, who Hock around to bid her
farewell.

She does not look this way. Does she
think at all of the poor friendless boy whose
heart she has filled with her beauty, and
whose eyes are watching her so wildly from
the curtained bed-roo- window up above?

The coachman cracks his whip, the horses
break into a trot the little one leans out and
waves her handkerchief until the carriage
rounds the corner, and is hid from view.

Madeline! Little Madeline!
I have fallen upon my knees by my bed-

side, and am passionately kissing the lock of
hair 1 begged from her last night. My heart
seems breaking. AH the world has grown
dark for me in a moment

To what new trouble is this that I am
about to waken, now that the one star of my
life's dawn has faded away?

CHAPTER ill.
AFTER TEX TEARS, I BEGIN LIFE I EARN-

EST.
The prologue over, the drama of my life

begins. There is always a prologue of some
sort, in which the keynote of life is generally
struck for good or evil, pleasure or pain.
Mine is the episode of Little Madeline. Much
of the spirit of what has been told will sur-
vive in the events which I am now about to
narrate.

Madeline Graham faded at 'once and for-
ever out of my boyish existence. I neither
saw nor heard from her directly; but some
months after her arrival in her distant home,
there arrived a wonderful pareel,full of dried
fruits, nuts and other foreign edibles, ad-

dressed, in the hand I knew, to "Master
Hugh Trelawney," at Munster's. My school-
mates laughed wildly on its arrival. I tore
it open, expecting to find some message in
writing, showing me that I was not forgot-
ten. There was not a line. With a some-
what heavy heart, 1 distributed the more
perishable fruits among my school-mate- s

reserving a very little for myself for I had
no heart to eat I stored up many of the nuts
In my trunk, till they were quite moldy and
rotten. When I was obliged to throw them
away, I seemed to cast away at the same mo-
ment all my hope of seeing my dear little
love again.

No other message no other gift ever
came; though I wrote, in my round, boyish
hand, a little letter of thanks and kind
wishes All grew silent Little Madeline
might be lying in her grave, far over the
lonely waters for aught 1 knew to the con-

trary.
I remained at Munster's until I was four

teen. In all these years I never forgot Made
line, never ceased to mention her name every
night when 1 prayed by my bedside, never
relinquished the thought of some day sailing
across the ocean and looking on the dear
bright face again.

This intense and solitary passion became,
if I may so express it the secret strength of
my life. It brightened the coarse and indi
gent experience of school-lif- e, filled it with
tender and mysterious meanings and associa-
tions; it made me inquiring and tender, in-

stead of bard and mean: it determined my
tastes in favor of beauty, and made me rever-
ence true womanhood wherever I saw it In
a word, it gave my too commonplace experi
ence fust the coloring of romance it needed.
and made the dry reality of life1 blossom with
simple poetry, in a dim religious light from
faraway. '

What wonder, then, if, at fourteen, I found
myself reading imaginative books and writ-
ing verses of which early compositions be
certain, Madeline was tlte chief and never-wearyi-

theme.
1 had taken tolerable advantage of Mon-

ster's tuition,and was sufficient! ywell ground-
ed in the details of an ordinary English edu-
cation. I had, moreover, a smattering of
Latin, whieh,in my after struggle for subsist-
ence, turned out very usefut I should have
progressed still further under the care of my
schoolmaster, but at this period my father
died, and I found myself cast upon the
world.

It is not my purposeit is unnecessary to
enlarge on my own private history, and I
shall touch upon it merely in ' so far as it af-

fects the strange incidents in' which I after-w- ar

1 became an actor. Things were at this
point when I one morning received the start-
ling intelligence that my father was dead,
aud that I was left alone in all the world..
The firs feeling which the news produced In
me w as one of very confused and dubious
sorrow. Of late years I had seen very little
of my father. Since I bad cme to Munster's
I had been left there, never even going home
for my holidays as other boys did. Munster's
was mv borne, . and to all intents and pm
poses Mr. and Mrs Mnnster were a father
and mother tome. Still, for all that the
know ledge that 1 had a father in some re-

mote quarter of the ghb , who paid for my
maintenance, and came to Munster's about
once in six or eight months to spend an hour
with me. had been a source of some satisfac


